THE  EUNENBEEG.

A YOUNG hunter was sitting in the heart of the Mountains, in a
thoughtful mood, beside his fowling-floor, while the noise of the
waters and the woods was sounding through the solitude. He
was musing on his destiny; how he was so young, and had for-
saken his lather and mother, and accustomed home, and all his
comrades in his native village, to seek out new acquaintances, to
escape from the circle of returning habitude; and he looked up
with a sort of surprise that he was here, that he found himself
in this valley, in this employment. Great clouds were passing
over him, and sinking behind the mountains ; birds were singing
from the bushes, and an echo was replying to them". He slowly
descended the hill; and seated himself on the margin of a brook,
that was gushing clown among the rocks with foamy murmur.
He listened to the fitful melody of the water; and it seemed to
him as if the waves were saying to him, in unintelligible words,
a thousand things that concerned him nearly; and he felt an in-
ward trouble that he could not understand their speeches. Then
again lie looked aloft, and thought that he was glad and happy;
so he took new heart, and sang aloud this hunting-song:

Blithe and cheery through the mountains

Goes the huntsman to the chase,
By the lonesome shady fountains,

Till he finds the red-deer's trace.

Hark! MB trusty doge are baying

Through tho bright-green solitude;
Through the groves the horns are playing:

0, thou merry gay green wood 1

In some dell, when luck hath blest him,

And his shot hath stretch'd the deer,
Lies he down, content, to rest him,

While the brooks are murmuring clear.*